The Hijlory of 

O, the Divell take fu.h cozeners, God forgive me 
Good tinkle tell your tale, 1 have done. 

^r.Nay,ifyouh ve not,to itagainc. 

We will ltay your leifurc. 

Hot. I have done y faith. 

^r.Then once tnore to your Scottish Prifoncrs, 
Deliver them up without their ranlome ftraiaht. 
And make the Douglas fonne your onely meane 

- P ?\ Ve " s which for divers reafons 

Which I fhall fend you written, be aflur’d 
Will eafily be granted you : my Loan. * 

Your fonne in Scotland being thu^fmployed 
Shall fecretly into thebofom^feep 
Ofthat fame noble Prelate ^Tell-belov’d 
TheArchbi/hop. jF - * 

Hot , Of Torke, i j itfdot ? 
fVor. T rue, w ho beafes hard" 

His brothers death at Unfio^i he Lord Scrape: 

I ipeak not thism eftimation. 

As whati think might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted and fet down. 

And onely Hayes but to behold rhe face 
Otthat occafion that fhall bring it on. 

Hot. l fmell it : upon my life it will do tvell. 

Before the game’s afoot, thou Hill lct’ft flip,, 
Hot. Why, it cannot chufe but be a noble plot, “ 
And then the power of Scotland, and of Torke, 

To j oyne with (JWor timer . 

War, And fo they fhal). 

Hot. In faith it is exceedingly well aymde. 
or. And tis ; no little reafbn bids us fpeed 
To five our heads, by railing ofa head.- 
For, bear our delves as even as we can. 

The King will al wayes think him in our debt. 

And think wc think our felves unfatisfied, 

1 ill he hath found a time to pay us home. 

And 6e already , how it doth begin 
1 o n»kc.us ftrangers to his looks of love. 


Henry the Fourth. 

Mot. He docs ; he does j week be reveng'd on him 

Wor. Coufin, farewell. No further go in this. 

Then I by letters fhall direeft your courlc 
When time is ripe, which will be fuddenly : 
lie Heal to glendower, and to Morztmer, 

Whereyoiiand 'Dowglas, and our powers at Oils#, 

As I A^/iil fafhion it, fhall happily meet. 

To bear our fortunes in our own ftror.g tames,. 

Whichnow weholdatmuchuncertai ty. 

Nor. Farewell, good brother, we fhall thrive Itruft. 

Hot. tinkle, aduc : O let the houresbe fhort. 

Till fields, and blows.and groves, applaud our fport. Exeunt. 

Enter a Carrier with a lantern in hts hand. 

x Car. Heigh ho, an it be not four by the day , He be hang’d, 
fharles-waine is over the new chimney, and yet our horfe not 
packt. What Oftler ? 

Oft. Anon,anon. 

i Car 1 prethee Tom, bbat Cuts fiddle, put a few flocks in' 
the pomt,poore jade is wrung in the withers out of all ceffe, 
inter another Carrier. 

Car. Pcafc and beans are as danke here as a dog, and that 
is the next way to give poore i ades the Bots. this houfc is tur- 
ned upfide down fince Robin Oftler died. 

1 Car. Poore fellow never Joyed fince the price of Oates 
rale, it was the death ofhim. 

2 Car . I think this to bethemoft villanous houfc in all 
London road for fleas, t, am ftung like a tench. 

1 Car. Likea Tench? by the Maffe th re is lie" re a King 
chriften couldbc better bit, then I have bin fince the firft cock. 

2 Car: Why, you will allow usne’rca J ordain, and then wc 
leakc iii your chimney , and your chamber-lie breeds fleas like 
a Loach. 

1 ■< ar. What Ollier, come away, and be hangd, come away. 

2 C ar C have a gammon of Bacon, and tworafes of ginger, 
to be delivered as farre as CharUg-croffe. 

i Car. Gods body, the Turkics in my panier arc quite ftai=> , 
ved : what Oftler ? aplague on thee, haft thou never an eye in 
thy head Pcanft not hear ? and’twere notas good a- deed as 

C g drink. 


